
_ ■ The Hilt ory of Ring Leaf. 

Is practife.onely giue me my feruant foorth j 
Tell the Duke and s wife,Ile Ipeake with them 
Now prcfently,bid them come forth and heare me. 

Or at their chamber doore lie biiate'the drum, 

Till it cry fleepe to death. 

deft . I would haue all well betwixt you. 

Lear.Q my heart ! my heart. 

Focle. Cry to it Nuiickle, as the Cockney did to the Eeles 
when Ihe put them vp i’thpaftealiue,flie rapt vmath coxcombs 
with a Iticke,and eryed ddwne wantons, downe; twasherbro 
ther,that in pure kindneffe to his horfe,butterd his hay. 

Enter Duke and Regan. 

Lear . Good morrow to you both. 

Duke Haile to your Grace. 

Reg. I am glad to fee your Highncfle. 

Lear.T(egan , I thinke you are, I know what reafoti 
I haue to thinke fo ; if thou fhouldft not be glad, 

I would diuorce me from thy mothers toombe * 

Sepulchring an adultere(Te,yea,are you free ? * 

Some other timefor that,Bcloued Regan. 

Thy lifter is naught,o Regan (he hath tied 
Sharpe tooth’d vnkindneffe, like a vulture hccre. 

I can fcarfe fpeake to thee,thou’t not beleeue. 

Of how depriued a quality,0 Regan. 

Reg . I pray fir takepatience,I haue hope 
You lelfe know how to value her defert. 

Then Ihe to flacke her duty. 

Lear My curfes on her. 

*Rfg. O fir,you are olde. 

Nature on you ftands on the very verge of Her Confine, 

You ihould be ruled and led by fome diferetion. 

That difeernes your ftate better then you your felfe. 

Therefore I pray .that to our lifter you do make returnee 
Say you haue wrongd her fir. 

Lear. Aske her forgiuendfe, 

2 >o you tnatkehow this becomes the houfe ? 
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The Hittery of King Lear. 

Deare daughter,! confelfe that I am old. 

Age is vnneceflary.on my knees 1 beg, 

That you'l vouchsafe me rayment.bed and food. 

ftg.Good fir no more,thefe arc vnfightly tricks, 

Recurne you to my lifter. 

Lear. Ho Regan , 

She hath abated me of halfemy traine, 

Lookt backe vpon me,ftroke me with her tongue, 

Moftferpent-likevponthe very heart, • 

All the ftor’d vengeances of hcauen fall on her ingratcfull top. 
Strike her young bones, you taking aires with lamneffe. 

D»ke. Fie, fie fir. 

Lear. You nimble lightnings dart your blinding flames 
Into her fcornfull eies,infe<ft her beauty, 

You Fen fuckt fogs.drawneby the powerfull Sunne, 

To fall and blafther pride. 

Reg.O the bleft Gods,fo will you w ilh on me, 

When the ralh mood 

Lear No Regan > thou lhalt neuer haue my curfe. 

The tender hefted nacure lhall not giue thee ore 
To harflinesjher eies are fierce, but thine do comfort & not burn 
Tis not in thee to grudge my pleafures,to cut off my traine. 

To bandy hafty words, to fcant my fiz.es, 

And inconclufion.tooppofethebolt 
Againft my comming in, thou better knoweft 
The offices of nature, bond of child-hood, 

Effefte of curtefie,dues of gratitude. 

Thy halfe of the kingdome,haft thou not forgot 
Wherein 1 thee endowed. 

Reg.Cjood fir to the purpofe. 

Lear. Who put m y man i’th ftockcs ? 

©^e.What trumpets that i 
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Enter Ste ward. 

know’t my fiftcrs.this approues her letters. 

That (he would foone be here, is your l ady come ? 

Lear . This is aflaue,whofe cafie borrowed pride 
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